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A SKETCH FROM LIFE—BY MRS. HOFLAND. 

I stood beside a cottage— its old walls 
Were bidden by thick foliage ; eglantine, 
Roses and jas'miiie clustered round the door, 
Whilst a rich vine with leafy drapery hung 
The upper part, and o'er the mossy roof 
Wound its young tendrils. In the cottage front 
A little garden spread its varied stores 
For culinary use, nor lacked die charm 
Of lovely flowers, commingling their bright dyes, 
And wild perfumery : — all around displayed 
Order and neatness, above vulgar cares. 

Leaning upon the gate the owner stood, 
A man whose silken locks of snowy white, 
And bending form, proclaimed him far in years; 
Tho' his clear cheek, his slight, trim form, bespoke 
A sense of life, its duties and demands, 
Beyond enfeebled age. — Most in his eye 
Was read this feeling ; it looked eagerly, 
As roan looks forth for what he fondly loves, 
Ere the cold winter of the heart arrives 
To pioneer for death. — 

He looked not long in vain : from the green lane 
Facing his dwelling, soon emerged a maid 
Of rural character and simple garb, 
Yet elegant. Upon her polish'd brow 
Of ivory smoothness, and in her bright eye, 
All things ingenuous and good were seen ; 
And never vermeil lip, nor dimpled chin, 
Spoke of more kind and full benevolence. 
Her cheek had once been ruddier, for the glow 
Of youthful beauty somewhat felt the blight 
Of long solicitude j yet when she saw 
The good old man, and marked his eager looks, 
Never did beauty in her happiest hour 

Glow with more pure effulgence On her arm 

Hung a small basket, books were in her hand, 

Which, disengaged, she placed within the palm 

Of him, the hoary one, who pressed it oft, 

And bless'd, and led her proudly to his cot ; 

As if in him were blended heavenly joy 

Given by an angel visitant, with that 

An earthly parent feels. 

There was indeed a strong, a tender tie 

That bound this differing pair — that tie was One 

Far, far away, by keen misfortune driven, 

From his betrothed Blanche She, the meanwhile, 

Had watched his grandsire with a daughter's care, 

And duly as the evening hour arrived 

Game down to list his plaints, to share his tears, 

Combat his fears, and read the sacred page 

That best could wake his hopes — but now 'twas his, 
( Oh ! joyful hour,) to pay her world of care 
With bliss too great for words ; and as his hand 
Placed in her trembling grasp, her Henry's lines 
Speaking " of glad return, of fortune gained, 
Of Blanche's love, of gratitude to God 
And future life to his dread will devote" — 
Both wept with joy — then upward gazed, o'ercome 
With sweet emotion, confidence devout, 
And towering hope, that thro' earth's highest joy. 
Could higher gaze, in humble trust that He 
Who thro' thick clouds and darkness brought them forth, 
Would be their Saviour still. 
S3, Newmsn-rtreet, London, June 28, 1830. 



